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Barbecue ov Death 


Author's Notes: 
I've been absent because some personal issues that didn't really allow me to write; wanting to keep up with the 
little Darkthrone boom | decided to forgo sleeping and create this. 


I'm actually rather surprised there isn't a category for Emperor on this website considering how famous and 
utterly shippable they all are; | suppose I'll have to request one later because | feel like this universe is 
missing out. 


For references sake: everyone is over the age of IB in this story and Bard/Faust Vegard/lhsahn 
Tomas/Samoth 


It turned out that burning down churches was much easier then setting up a barbecue party because 


currently literally none of the meat was being cooked safe from a pigeon that was unlucky enough to have lost 


its footing and landed beak-first into the grill 


The alcohol however, was running painfully low and it posed the eternal question, how the hell hadn't anyone 


died of alcohol poisoning yet? 
Tomas looked like he was already there, lying spread eagle face first in the middle of the floor as Vegard 
twirled around on the verge of joining him with his wild curls flying free as he lost his elastic somewhere 


within his ‘interpretive dancing’ 


Øystein interpreted it as shit, and so did Bard for that matter, who seemed to have unfortunately landed 


himself in the role of his vocalist/guitarists keeper. 
To make matters more absurd, Gylve showed up an hour and a half late and as per the scenes aesthetic: 
unfashionably so and almost sacrilegious in khakis he nicked from his father and a crusty old Hawaiian shirt he 


dug up from the very depths of his closet. 


"You showed up late for this?" Chuckled Ted as he spotted his bandmate, slowly walking over to stand by him 
as he watched the chaos unfold; handing him a bottle of beer. 


"Pretty much, bottoms up" Gylve shrugged, taking a swig and sighing as he felt his chest burn 
"How do | look?" He added with a grin, turning over and spreading his arms out to showcase the monstrosity. 


"Like a midlife crisis personified’ Ted laughed softly, staring at Gylve's eager face "but that's what you were 


going for, no?" 
"I wanted to see if itd give ‘Stein a heart attack- wait.why the fuck does Vegard have a sharpied dick on his 
forehead?" His eyes widened as the drunken frontman suddenly came into vision, his bushy hair covering all 


but the cock scrawled onto his face. 


"He pissed off Bard’ He shrugged, eyes following the inebriated form as he trashed around, doing a combination 
of ballet moves that ended up with his face planted in the mud. 


"What a..dick" Gylve snickered as he saw the drummer race across the yard in a panic when Vegard didn't 


move, his face firmly squished into the ground as though he just metamorphosed into a potato. 


"Har har, very funny" Ted rolled his eyes, punching his shoulder lightly watching as Bard did his best efforts 
to peel Vegard off of the dirt despite Vegard being roughly three inches taller and probably heavier. 


"They're really weird, aren't they?" He noted as he watched the brunette drag the whining frontman back into 
the cabin. 


"Yeah but.were really ones to talk aren't we?" Gylve said flirtatiously as the tips of Ted's ears went pink at his 


implication. 


"Can't think of a better time to bring it up, can you?" He said breathlessly, Gylve nudged him in the upper 
arm, giving him a final twist of the knife poisoned with Gylve's sorry attempts at wit: 


"| guess you can say l'm a. quintessence in bad timing" his voice was light and he just walked away, presumably 


for more beer, maybe for a good pout, Ted didn't really want to think about it. 

The night only got more and more demented as it progressed with Dystein sulking in a corner having aged ten 
years and lost another inch of his already receding hairline just in that evening alone, Per and Varg screaming 
a cover of Dancing Queen, the barely alive body of Tomas being graced with a fleece as Vegard, still mind 
numbingly intoxicated cuddled up to Bard, nuzzling his face against the drummers side as he begruagingly 
doodled the scenes playing out before him in his sketchbook Jan and Jarn were off god knows where. Probably 
to Narvesen to get even more liquor to ensure that when they all do finally perish, the media reports it a 


mass suicide via alcohol poisoning. 


After getting tired of talking about his feelings with a bottle of Heineken, he looked out to window to find Ted, 


ever the lone wolf sat on a pull out chair, finally able to enjoy the peace and quiet. 

He decided it was time to ruin that, Swallowing his pride and walking up to him. 

"Hey man.. is it still a bad time?" Gylve asked, uncharacteristically nervous as Ted's head snapped back. 
"Huh?" 


"You know.to talk about that" he gesticulated, face growing hot at the impending conversation, if there was one 
to be had of course. 


With a deep sigh he asked him: "No, it's not a bad time but what do you want to talk about it for, Gylve? | 
was drunk and | thought you were a chick, | told you before that l'm sorry bout it" 


His heart beating at a hundred miles per hour he swallowed before admitting: "uh.! don't know.in case | 


might've liked it?" 

Ted's eyes widened: "bullshit" 

"Oopsie?" Gylve laughed nervously as he settled down on the patch of grass next to the chair. 

"Uh.yeah.how do mature adults talk about this kind of shit?" He added drily as Ted shrugged, unsure himself: 
"| think they talk about their feelings, you can start | guess" 


"Um.okay.l've never really thought about it too much since we've been pals for like.ever, but when you kissed 


me | wasn't really that drunk so | was surprised that | didn't punch you right away or call you a fag or 
something, and uh.even more surprised that | actually thought it felt nice, then you puked on my boots, and 
then | puked on yours because | fucking hate puke and then | realized that | didn't really...yknow..mind it cause 
its your puke ("that's nasty Gylve") shut up! | thought it was because | had to have been really that fucking 
shitfaced that it bugged me less but then | woke up and | was like: ‘huh, kissing Ted was nice | really want to 
fucking kiss Ted again!" 


his face was the colour of a tomato by the end of his little ramble, breathing heavy as Ted stared back at 
him with equally crimson cheeks, opening his mouth and then closing it; Gylve felt his heart drop: 


"Look, | uh Gylve we're...yeah, okay, fine, the feelings mutual | really want to kiss you again too" he relented, 
covering his face with his hands and letting out a deep exhale before standing up and pulling his bandmate into 
a soft kiss, holding him gently by the chin as Gylve steadied himself on his shoulders, sighing contently as he 
felt the soft lips move against his; it was even lovelier when he was half-sober and Gylve was sure there 
wasn't anything he'd rather he doing then standing out here, breathing in the wilderness and memorizing every 


single inch of Ted's lips. so of course they were cut off in less then a minute: 


"l'm going to pretend | didn't just see that" Bard deadpanned before cringing as Vegard retched into the bushes. 
Bard held a bundle of his curls out of the way while he convulsed. 


"W-we can uh... explai-" 


"No need" he raised his hand solemnly "that didn't just happen’ and Vegard stood up sharply, eyelids fluttering 
as he gasped for air "I think l'm okay-" and then he doubled over and vomited all over Bard. 


"But that, that just fucking did" he said with a whimper, almost to tears. 
"Great, now l'm going to need years of fucking therapy" 
And to Gylve and Ted, it was clear that it was Bard Guldvik Eithun who was the true hero of this story. 


[ end ] 


